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whj fie pertted up wfcen I told him
you were coming In on the stage that
afternoon ! When he heard you'd been
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dies f the Spanish sinks. Where He

lay he could, If he meditated revenge
on her people, murder any of them, al-

most at will. To spare his life Imper-
iled to this extent theirs but surely
he lay not far from death by exhaus-
tion. And if he was not helped soon
he would die.

But who was to help him? Certainly
none of his friends. If she told them
they would try to reach him. That
would mean an appalling an unthink-
able fight. All came back to one ter-

rifying alternative: Should she help
this wretched man herself? And if he
lived, would he repay her by shooting
someone of her own kin?

The long ride to Calabasas went fast
as the debate swept on, and the vivid
shock' of her strange experience re-
curred to her imagination. '
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MAN MORGAN GETS A CHANCE TO BETRAY DE SPAIN

BUT LEARNS SOMETHING ABOUT HIM THAT MAKES

HER DISLOYAL TO HER OWN PEOPLE

The region around Sleepy Cat, a railroad division town In the
Rocky mountain mining country, is infested with stage robbers and
cattle rustlera, known as the Morgan gang, who hang out in Morgan
gap, a fertile valley 20 miles from Sleepy Cat, and near Calabasas,
a point where horses are chauged on the stage line from the Thief river
mines to the railroad. Jeffries, superintendent of the mountain divi-

sion, sends Henry de Spain, with John LeFevre and Bob Scott as as-

sistants, to Calabasas to break up the gang. Several encounters occur
soon afterward. De Spain becomes smitten with Nan Morgan, niece
of the gang leader, but Is snubbed. In a memorable fight, De Spain,
cornered by four outlaws, kills two and wounds two and Is himself
badly hurt. He disappears. His friends hunt him in vain. A day or
two later De Spain awakes in a cave. He does not know his own
whereabouts.

might better, ask why you came here
retorted. "I don't know where I

am. Do I look as If I came here by
choice?" He paused. "Listen," ; hl
said, quite master of himself, "I'll tell
you why I came. I shall never get
away alive, anyway you can have the
truth if you want It I got off my
horse in the night to get a drink. He
bolted. I couldn't walk, I climbed up
here to hide till my wounds heal. Now,
I've- - told you the truth. Where am It"

The grip of her hands on the rifle
might have relaxed somewhat, but she
saw his deadly revolver In Its accus-
tomed place and did not mean to sur-

render her command of him. Nor
would she tell him where he was. She
parried his questions. He could get no
information of any sort out of her.
Yet he saw that something more than
his mere presence detained and per-

plexed her. Her prompt condemna-
tion of him rankled in his mind, and
the strain of facing her suspicion wore

him. "I won't ask you anything
more," he said at length. "You think
I've no right to live that's what you
think, isn't it? Why don't you shoot?"
She only stared at him. "Why don't
you answer?" he demanded recklessly.

Nan summoned her resolution. "I
know you tried to kill my cousin," she
said hotly, after he had taunted bsr
once more. "And I am going to think
what to do before I tell you anything
or do anything."

"You know I tried to kill your cou-

sin! You know nothing of the kind,
Your cousin tried to kill me. He's a
bully and a coward, a man that doesn't
know what fair fighting means:

"You are safe in abusing him when
he's not here."

"Send him to me !" His voice shook
with anger. "Tell him I'm wounded;
tell hlnr I've had nothing to .eat since

fought him before. And If he's still
afraid" De Spain drew and broke his
revolver almost like a flash. In that
incredibly quick instant she realized
he might have threatened her life be-

fore she could move a muscle "tell
your fine cousin I've got one cartridge
left Just one 1" So saying, be held, in
one hand the loaded cartridge and in
the other the empty revolver. i

"You've asked me to go I'm going.
How much of what you tell me iiTTiKrf5?

sick, he was for going down to the
hotel to get a cup of coffee for you !

McAlpln, like any good story-telle- r,

was already on his feet again. "Ho
did it," he exclaimed, "and you know
what he got when he stepped Into tho
barroom." He took hold of De Spain
coat and held it aside to enter his
exhibit. "There," he concluded, "is
his enrdridge belt, hanging there yet
The boy is dead why shouldn't I tell
you?"

Nan rode home much more excited,
more bewildered than when she had
ridden over. Strangest shock of all
that this man of all other men should
profess to care for her. She had
shown anger when McAlpln dared
speak of It; at least, she thought she
had. And she still did not know how
sufficiently to resent the thought of
such audacity on De Spain's part
This was, to say the least, a further
awkward complication for her feelings.
She already had enough to confuse
them.

CHAPTER XII.

Nan Drifts.
Without going In to speak to Gale,

whom Bull Page, his nurse, reported
very cross but not hurt much, Nan
left he packet for him and rodo
home. Her Uncle Duke was in town.
She had the house to herself, with
only Bonlta, the old Mexican serving
woman, and Nan ate her late supper
alone.

The longer she pondered on De
Spain and his dilemma and her own

the more she worried. When she
went to bed, upstairs In her littfe
gable room, she tossed on her pillow
till a resolve seized her to go up again
to his hiding place and see what she
could see or hear possibly, if one
were on foot she could uncover a plot.

She dressei resolutely, buckled on
a holster to her side, and, slipping ft
revolver a new one that Gale had!

given her Into It for protection, shft
walked softly downstairs and out of
doors. The night air was clear, with
a three-quarte- r moon well up In tho
sky. She took her way rapidly along
the trail to the mountain, keeping s
much as possible within the great
shadows cast by the towering peaks.

Breathing stealthily and keyed to a
tense feeling of uncertainty and sus
picion, Nan at length reached without
adventure the corner of the ledgfl
where she had first seen De Spain,
and there, lying flat, listened.

Hearing only the music of the little
cascade, she swept the ledge as well
as she could with her eyes, but it was
now so far In shadow as to lie in im-

penetrable darkness. Hardly daring
to breathe, she crept and felt her wajr
over it with her hands, dlscoveriag
nothing until she had almost reached
De Spain's retreat at the farther side.
Then her heart stopped in an aeony
of fear underneath the overhanging
wall she heard voices. De Spain hat
confederates, then, and had tricked
her, after all.

But a moment later this explanation
failed to satisfy her. The muttering!
were too constant and too disconnect
ed it dawned on Nan that this mc
be delirium. She could hear De Spain
throwing himself from side to side,
and the near and far sounds, as if Of

two voices, were explained. She crept
nearer.

He was babbling In the chill dark
ness about ammunition, urging mea
to make haste, warning them of some
one coming. Nan listened to his rav-

ings, overcome by the revelation of
his condition. She told herself he mut
die if he remained longer unaided, and
there were unpleasant possibilities, If
he died where he lay. She did not want
to pity or to help him, she convincej
herself ; but she did not want his deatjj
laid to a Morgan plot for none of hU
friends would ever believe De Spain
had found his way alive and alona
to where he lay.

All of this Nan was casting up bj
her mind as she walked home. She
had already decided, but without
realizing it, what to do, and was will
ing to assume that her mind was stiU

open.
Toward daylight of the morning, De

Spain dreamed he was not alone that
a figure moved silently in the falntneas
of the dawn a figure he struggled to
believe a reality, but one that tricked
his wandering senses and left him, at
the coming of another day, weaker,
with failing courage, and alone.

How De Spain makes friends
with Nan and how she deceives
her people in order to protect
him, Is told vividly In the next
installment

(TO BE .CONTINUED.)

New Job for Derelicts.
One hundred derelicts In the Friend

ly inu in Baltimore have un3ergoni
blood tests at the Union Protestant bos'.

pitai, a branch of Johns Hopkins, foi
transfusion cases. Of this number 28

have submitted to transfusion opera-
tions and have received $25 for thet
sacrifice of blood to wealthy patients
who lack red corpuscles. Ttte remain
der are paid $1 for keeping themselvek
In good condition until they arz need
ed.

:

In order that no mistake may bt
made the family history of each dere-
lict is studied carefully. His life also
is made a Bubject of Investigation s
tfiat none but the possessors of gooe
blood may accomplish a sale. Thi
blood of these men from Friendly Int
now courses through some or thi
most prominent men and women In tfct
United States.

Look, Mother! If tongue ; is
1

coated, give "California
Syrup of Figs."

Children love this "fruit laxative."
and nothing else cleanses the tender
stomach, liver and bowels so nicely.

A child simply, will not stop playing
to empty the bowels, and the result Is

they become tightly clogged with
waste, liver gets sluggish, stomach
sours, then your little one becomes
cross, half-sic- feverish, don't eat
sleep or act naturally, breath Is bad,

system full of cold, has sore throat
stomach-ach- e or diarrhea. Listen,
Mother ! See If tongue is coated, then
give a teaspoonful of "California
Syrup of Figs,;' and in a few hours all
the constipated waste, sour j)Ilo and
undigested food passes out of the sys-

tem, and you have a well child again.
Millions of mothers give "California

Syrup of Figs" because It Is perfectly
harmless ; children love It, and It nev-

er fails to act on the stomach, liver
and bowels. '

Ask at the store for a 50-ce- bottle
of "California Syrup of Figs," which
has full directions for babies, children
of all ages and for grown-up- s plainly
printed on the bottle. Adv.

Polite and Safe.
"What is a bachelor girl, pu?"
"That' what you call an old maid

to her face, my son."

If your eyes imart or feet scalded, Ro- -
man Eye Balaam applied upon gains to bed
la Just the thing to relieve them. Adv.

Siugapore motion-pictur- e theaters
have cheaper seats behind the scenes
for poorer-clas-s natives.

Doubtless the original board of edu-

cation was the blackboard.

Strong Drinks Irritate
Strong drinks like beer, whiskey,

tea and coffee, irritate the kidneys
and habitual use tends to weaken
them. Dally backache, with head-

ache, nervousness, dizzy spells and
a rheumatic condition should be
taken as a warning of kidney trou-
ble. Cut out, or at least moderate,
the stimulant, and use Doan's Kid-

ney Pills. They are fine for weak
kidneys. Thousands recommend
them.

An Ohio Case
'T.vtn Ptitun iREBa Alex Singer, R. P.
jw.r, gJLIX No. 4, Caldwell,
ttrSTT'TPfv f Ohio, says: "I was
V!-!- B KWii in a ho1 mrith

kidney jtrouble and
couldn't do anywork. My body was
badly swollen, my
shoulders were crip-Die- d

and I couldn't
walk. Dusplt H
kinds of treatment,
nothing helped me
until I used Doan's

Kidney Pills. They restored me to
good health and I am now a well man
and ablo to do all my work without
any trouble."

Get Doan's at Any Store, 80c a Be

DOAN'S K JSI?
F0STER-M1LBUR- CO.. BUFFALO, N.Y.

Boschee's
German Syrup

We all take cold some time and every
body should have Boschee's Gorman
Syrup handy at ail times for the treat-
ment of throat and lung troubles,
bronchial coughs, etc. It has been on
the market 51 years. No better rec-
ommendation is possible. It gently
soothes inflammation, eases a cough,Insures a good night's steep, with free
expectoration in the morning. Drug-
gists' and dealers' everywhere, 25c
and J5c bottles. Don't take substitutes.

Boschee's
German Syrup

Relieves and Remedies
CONSTIPATION

KN Tl .. I ...ur luicstBnea clear OSr
j do it la a natural, human way. They M

M stir the Liver to activity and cause
it lo perioral its necessary work.
TAPS will soon eliminate any
necessity for the use oi a laxative.
Buy a Bor--10 Taps 10a. Ml Drut&att

or mailed on receipt of price.
TAPS PHASMACAL CO.

38 West 2 1 at Street. New York City

Take a tip take aiTI
FRUIT TREES

We wiah to call attention to onr large stock
ot fruit trees eHpeclally grown for commercial
planting. 300,000 reach Trees in S to 3 and 3 to
4 ft. grade.

Write for catalog and price list. Salesmen
wanted, write for terms.

THE GOLD NURSERY CO.
Mason City, Mason County, W.Va.

HiO acres lerelgrftulng land
11), par cleared, near town .
10.br town, bur-rai-n

U) truck land, orchard, bnildingB . . 460
J. liAGTUM, STATJSXINK, MISS.

Fersonal-Bverrbo- dy snfferlne: Piles. Flattila,
Ulcerations. Constipation, bleeding, ltehlnv.

VTrtU frM trl.1, posit!,., poJalM car., 0.t).TarorlialBratli.

S Watson K.Coloman.WaHh--
fi ,? Ington.p O Books true. Bleb-m-

t est reterencoa. Best reaslu.

cmurc AVOIDGALL OiuntooPERATin NS
(it on) "rSi2M!:

Aches In stomach, Back, Bide or Shoulders; Liver
Tronblea, Btomarb Misery, Dy&pepiria. (Jolio, Qa,BUlousnena, Headache, Constipation, Plies, Oamrrh,
NflrroilNness, Bines, Jaundice. Apnendlcltls. Theseare common Gullatone symptoms OAS BHOtKUll.
Bead tor borne treatment. IMiMlSHkMrDrr
Urar, SUaub. Call TrMblM aa Aaawaloly.. X KLI,

allrtMh) haM Ca Dipt, w-- ttt S. DMrkm St.. Ckluse
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he

painlessly yet he shrank from that on
anticipated crash.

His thoughts, working In flashes of
lightning, suggested every possible
trick of escape, and as rapidly rejected
each. There was n thing for it but
to play the part, to take the blow with
no more than a quiver when it came.
He had once seen a man shot in just
that way. Braced to such a determina-
tion, De Spain bent slowly downward,
and, with eyes staring into the water
for a reflection that might afford a
glimpse of his enemy, he began to
drink. Each mouthful of water was a
struggle. The sense of impending death
had robbed even the life-givin- g drafts
of their tonic ; each instant carried its
acute sensation of being the last. At
length, his nerves weakened by hunger
and exposure, revolted under the
strain. Suppose it should be, after all,
a fantasy of his fever that pictured so I
vividly an enemy behind. With an ef-

fort that cost more mental torture than
he ever had known, he drew back on
his elbow from the pool, steadied him-

self, turned his head to face his execu-
tioner, and confronted Nan Morgan,

CHAPTER XI.

Parley.
She stood beside the rock from

which the ledge was reached from be-
low,

I
and as if she had Just stepped up

Into sight. Her rifle was so held In
both hands that it could be fired from
her hip, and at such close quarters
with deadly accuracy. As she stood
with startled eyes fixed on his hag-
gard face, her slender neck and poised
head were very familiar to De Spain.

And her expression, while it reflect-
ed her horrified alarm, did not conceal
her anger and aversion at the sight of
him. Unaware of the forbidding spec-
tacle he presented, De Spain, swept by
a brainstorm at the appearance of this a
Morgan the only one of all the Mor-

gans he had not fancied covering him
and waiting to deliver his death war-
rant felt a fury sweep over him at
the wild thought that she meant to kill
him.

Whatever she meant to do, he could
no more fire at this girl, even had he
a chance and ho realized he was at
her mercy than he could at his sister;
and he lay with his eyes bent on hers,
trying to read her purpose. He read
in her face only abhorrence and con-

demnation, and felt in no way moved
to argue her verdict. "I suppose," he
said, at length, not trying to disguise
his bitter resentment of her presence,
"you've come to finish me."

His shirt stained and tattered for
bandages, his hair matted In blood on
his forehead, his eyes inflamed t and
sunken, his lips crusted and swollen,
the birthmark fastened vividly on his
cheek, made him a desperate sight Re-

garding him steadily, Nan, as bewil-
dered as if she Had suddenly come on
a great wounded beast of prey still
dangerous, made no response to his
words. The two stared at each other
defiantly and for another moment in
Mlence. "If you are going to kill me,"
he continued, looking into her eyes
without any thought of appeal, "do it
quick."

Something in his long, unyielding
gaze impelled her to break the spell
of it. "What are you doing here?"
she demanded with anger, curbing her
voice to control her excitement as best
she could.

De Spain, still looking at her, an-

swered only after a pause. "Hiding,"
he said harshly.

"Hiding to kill other men 1" Nan's
accusation as she clutched her rifle
was almost explosive.

He regarded her coolly, and with the
interval he had had for thinking, his
wits were clearing. "Do I look like
a man hunting for a fighfr? Or," he
added, since she made no answer, "lke
a man hunting for a quiet spot to die
in?"

"I know you are a murderer."
In spite of his weakness he flushed.

"No," he exclaimed sharply, "I'm not
a, murderer. If you think It" he point-
ed contemptuously to her side "you
have your rifle use it 1"

"You came here to hide to kill some-

body!" she exclaimed.
"What do you mean by 'here' 2 I

She drew up before the big barn.
Jim McAlpln was coming out to go to
supper. Nau asked for her package
and wanted to start directly back
again. McAlpln refused absolutely to
hear of it He looked at her horse and
professed to be shocked. He told her
she had ridden hard, urged her to dis
mount and sent her pony la to be
rubbed. While her horse was cared
for, McAlpln asked, in his harmless
Scotch way, about Qale.

Concerning Gale, Nan was noncom
mittal. But she listened with Interest,
more or less veiled, to whatever run-

ning comment McAlpln had to offer
concerning the Calabasas fight "And
I was sorry to see Gale mixed up in It,"
he concluded, in his effort to draw Nan
out, "sorry. And sorrier to think of
Henry de Spain getting .killed that
way. Some say," he suggested, look
Ing significantly toward the door of
the barn, and significantly away again,

It's only I snouia.iv.now it
Now Isn't It?"

"that Henry went down there to pick a
fight with the boys. But," he asserted
cryptically, "I happen to know that
wasn't so."

"Then what did he go down there
for?" demanded Nan Indignantly, but
not warily.

McAlpln, the situation uow in hand,
took his time to it He leaned forward
In a manner calculated to invite confi-

dence without giving offense. "Miss
Nan," said he simply, "Henry de Spain
was here, with me, sitting right there
where you are sitting, In that chair,
not fifteen minutes before that fight
began. I told you he never went down
there to fight. Do you want the proof?
I'll tell you I wouldn't want anybody
else to know will you keep it?"

Nan seemed Indifferent. "Girls are
not supposed to keep secrets," she said
obstinately.

Her narrator was not to be balked.
He pointed to the coat-rac- k on" the
wall In front of them both. "There Is

Henry de Spain's coat.' He hung it
there Just before he went down to the
inn. Under It, If you look, you'll find
his belt of cartridges. Don't take my
word look for yourself."

Giving this information time to sink
in, McAlpin continued. Nan's eyes bad
turned, despite her indifference, to the
coat; but she was thinking more in-

tently about the belt which McAlpln
asserted hung under it "You want to
know what he did go down to the hotel
for that afternoon? I happen to know
that, too," averred McAlpln, ' sitting
down, but respectfully, on the edge of
the chair. "First I want to say this : I
worked for your Uncle Duke five
years." ,

He paused to give Nan a chance to
dispute the statement If she so desired.
Then, taking her despairing silence as
an Indorsement of his position In giv-

ing her a confidence, he went on:
"Henry de Spain Is dead," he said qui-
etly. She eyed him without so much
as winking. "I wouldn't tell it, If he
wasn't. The boy's dead. And he was
always talking about you. It's God's
truth, and since he's dead it harms no
one to tell It to you, though I'd never
breathe it to another. He was fairly
gone on you.

"You don't have to knock me down,
Miss 'Nan, to put me wise about a
man's being keen on a girl. I'm a mar
ried man," declared McAlpln with
modest pride. "He thought all the
time he was fooling me, and keeping
covered. Now, that afternoon he came
In here kind of moofly. It was an an-

niversary for him, and a hard one the
diiy his fattier was shot from am
bush a good many years ago, but
nary one of us had forgot it. Then
he happened to see your pony this
same pony you're riding today a

standing back there iu the box-stal- l.

He asked ras whose ti was; and he
' asked me about you, and, by Jiaxl the

CHAPTER X Continued.

The violent exertion of reaching the
height had started the ruptured artery
anew, and his first work was crudely
to cleanse the wound and attempt to
rebandage It. He was hungry, but for
this there was only one alleviation
sleep and, carefully effacing all traces
of his presence on the ledge, he
crawled into his rock retreat and fell

gain Into a heavy slumber.
It was this repose that proved his

undoing. He woke to consciousness so
weak he could scarcely lift his head. It
was still day. A consuming thirst as-

sailed him, but he lacked the strength
to crawl out of his cave, and, looking
toward his bandaged foot, he was
shocked at the sight of how it had bled
while he slept.

Toward afternoon bis restlessness in-

creased, but he clung to his resolve to
lie still. By evening he was burning
with thirst, and when morning came
after a feverish night, with his head
on fire and his mouth crusted dry, he
concluded rightly that one or both of
his wounds had become infected.

De Spain understood what it meant
He looked regretfully at the injured
afoot. Swollen out of shape and angry-Bookin-

the mere appearance would
have told him, had the confirmation
been needed, that his situation was
becoming critical. This did not so
much disconcert' him as it surprised
htm and spurred him mentally to the
necessity of new measures. He lay a
long time thinking. Against the infec-
tion he could do little. But th one
Rid at his hand was abundance of cold
water to drink and bathe his wound in,
and to this he resolved now to drag
himself. To crawl across the space
that separated hlra from the pool re-

quired all the strength he could sum
mon. The sun was already well up
und Its rays shot like spectrum arrows
through the spray of the dainty cat-

aract, which spurted in a jeweled sheet
over a rocky ledge twenty feet above
and poured noisily down from the
broad pool along jagged bowlders be-Jo-

Crawling, choking with thirst, slow-

ly forward, he reached the water, and,
reclining on his side and one elbow, he
was about to lean down to drink when
lio suddenly felt, with some kind of an
Instinctive shock, that he was no long-
er nlone on the ledge. He had no in-

terest in analyzing the conviction ; he
did not even question it. Xot a sound

v4J!JM(illllihilimte$

Me Looked Regretfully at His Injured
Foot.

had reached his ears. Only a moment
before he had looked carefully all
around. But the field of his vision was
closely circumscribed by the walls

,bout him. It was easy for an invader
to come on his retreat unawares at

tail r,vents, somebody, he was almost
sure, stood behind him. The silence
meant an enemy. The first thing to
expect was a bullet. It would prob-

ably be aimed at the back of his head.
At least he knew this was the spot to

jilm for to kill a man Instantly and

don't know. But I can believe my
own eyes, and I believe you are not in
condition to do much injury, even if
you came here with that intention. You
will certainly lose your life If you move
from your hiding plnce."

She started away. He leaned toward
her. "Stop," he said peremptorily,
raising himself with a wrenching ef-

fort. Something in the stern eye held
her. His extended hand pointed toward
her as arbitrarily as if, Instead of lying
helpless at her feet, he could command
her to his bidding. "I want to ask you

question.
' I've told you the truth. I

have just one cartridge. If you are
going to send your cousin and his men
here, it's only fair I should know it
now Isn't it?" i i

"My cousin Is wounded," she said,
pausing. And then with indecision:
"If you stay here quietly you are not
likely to be molested."

She stepped down from the ledge
as noiselessly as she had come. Shaken
by the discovery she had so unexpect-
edly made, Nan retreated almost pre-

cipitately from the spot And the
question of what to do worried her as
much as It worried De Spain. The
whole range had been shaken by the
Calabasa3 fight. Even the men In
Morgan's gap, supposed to be past
masters of the game played in the
closed room at Calabasas, had been
stunned by the issue of the few mln- -

utes with Jeffries' new man.
Nan, who had heard but one side of

the story, pictured the aggressor from
the tale of the two who lived to tell
of the horribly sharp action with him.
But Nan's common sense whispered to
her, whatever might be said about De
Spain's starting the fight, that one man
locked In a room with four enemies, all
dangerous In an affray, was not likely
to begin a fight unless forced to
none, at least, but a madman would do
so.

Unhappy and Irresolute, Nan, when
she got home, was glad of an excuse
to ride to Calabasas for a packet of
dressing coming by stage from Sleepy
Cat for Gale, who lay wounded at Satt
Morgan's ; and, eating a .hasty lunch-
eon, she ordered her horse and set out.

Should she tell her Uncle Duke of
finding De Spain? Whenever she; de-
cided that she must, something in the
recollection of De Spain's condition un-
settled her resolution. Tales enough
of his bloodthirstlness, his merciless
efficiency, his ever-read- y craft and con-
summate duplicity were familiar to
her. Yet only a few of these stories
appealed to Nan's innate convictions
of truth and justice. She lived among
men who were, for the most part, not
truthful or dependable even in small
things how could they be relied on to
tell the truth abotit De Spain's motives
and conduct? As to his deadly skill
with arms, no stories were needed to
confirm this,, even though she herself
had once overcome him in a contest,
The evidence of his mastery had ytf"

fatrl pre-eml- i among the trait'


